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The Tragedte of.Hamlet . 



Ham. You cannot Sir t«ke from me any thing, that 1 
will more willingly part withall, except my life, my 
life* 

felon. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old foolcs. 

Teton . You goc to feeke my Lord Hamlet ; there 
hee is. j 

Enter Rofincran and Guildenfi true. 

Rofin^ Godfaueyou Sir. 

Guild. Mine honour’d Lord? 

Rofin. My moft deare Lord? 

Ham. My excellent good friends? How do’ft thou 
Guildenfierne} Q\Rofineranc * good Lads: How doe ye 
both? 

Rojtn. Aft he indifferent Children of the earth. 

Guild. Happy,in that vve are not ouer-happy: on For¬ 
tunes Cap. we are not the very Button* 

Ham. Nor thcSoalcs of her Shoo ? 

Rofin. Neither my Lord# 

Ham. Then you liue about her wafte, or in the mid¬ 
dle of nei fauour i 

CjuiL Faith,her priuates, we. 

Ham. In the fccret parts of Fortune? Oh, moft true i 
fhe is a Strumpet. What’s the newes? j 

Rojtn. None my Lord; but that the World’s gtowne / 
honeft. 

Ham. ThsnisDoomefdayneere: But your newes is 
not true. Let me queftion more in particular: what haue 
you my good friends, deferued at the bands of Fortune, 
that fhe lends you to Prifon hither ? 

Gail. Prifon,my Lord ? 

Ham. Denmark’s a Prifon. 

Rojtn. Then is the World one. 

Ham. A goodly one,in which there are many Con¬ 
fines, Wards,and Dungeons; Denmarhe being one o’tb’ 
worft, 

Rojtn. We thinkc not fo my Lord. 

Ham. Why then’tis none to you;for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes ic fo: to me it is 
a pri on. 

Rofm. Why then your Ambition makes hone: ’cis 
too narrow for your minde. 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nutfhell, and 
count my fclfe a King of infinite fpace; were itnotthat 
I haue baddreames. 

G 'ml. Which dreames indeed are Ambition : for the 
very lubftanceofche Ambitious, is mccrcly the (hadow 
ofaDreame. 

Ham. A dreame it felfe is but a (hadow. 

Rojtn. Truely, and I hold Ambition of fo ayry and 
light a quality, that it is but a (hadowes (hadow. 

Ham. Then arc our Beggers bodies; and our Mo- 
narchs and out-ftrctcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes: 
fhali wee to th’Court: for, by my fey I cannot rea- 
fon ? 

'Both. Wee’ 1 wai t vpon you. 

Ham. No fuch matter. I twill not fortiyou with the 
reft of my leruants: fortofpeake to you like an honeft 
man: I am moil dreadfully attended; but in the beaten 
way oftriendfliip. What makeyouatf^iwiw? 

Rofm. To vifit you my Lord,no other occafion. 

Ham. Bcggcr that I am,I am euen poote in thankes; 
but I thankc you : and fure deare friends my thanks 
are toodcarea halfepeny; were you not fent for? Is it 
your oivne inclining? Is it a free vifitation ? Come, 


oeaie luitiy with me : come,come; nay 
Guil. What (hould we fay my Lord ? ^ C ‘ 

Ham. Why any thing. But to the purp 0 f,. „ 
fent for; and there is a kinde confeflion in V ou y< | UVVtr 
■which your modefties haue not craft enouoh ° 0ltC! 
lor, I know the good King & Queene ha Uc f e „, e Co 
Rojtn. To what end my Lord? or You 

Ham. That you muft teach me: but l et m 
you by the rights of our fellow(hip,by the conf 6 COn ' Ur( 
ouryouth,by the Obligation of our euer-prefeT^ 01 
and by what more deare, a better propoler could l 0 "' 1 
you withall; be euen and dired with me. w h,,k 
were lent for or no. thcr you 

Rojtn. What fay you? 

Ham. Nay then I haue an eye ofyou- if , 
hold not off. 1 ' ycu,ou «nie 

fj*'tl. My Lord, we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why; fo fhali n> ysmt}ci 
preuent your difeouery of your fecricieto ,1,. r P n 
Quecne;moult no feather, I haue of lat^w "^ 
1 know not, loft all my mirth,forgone all cuftomeoft" 
ercife; and indeed,it goes fo heauenly with my dif Do £' 
on;that this goodly frame the Earth.feemes ton./Z 
rill Promontory; mis moll excellent Canopy t h e A v 
look you,this braue ore-hang j ng , t his Maiefticail Rolf ’ 

fretted with goldenfire: why.it appearesnootherthin,: 

tomce, then a foule and peftdent congregation 0 f, a & 
pours. What a piece of wotke is a man! how Nob'e in 
Reafon? how infinite in faculty ? in forme and moum, 
howexpreffeand admirable?in AaioiijhowhkeanAn" 
gel ? in apprehenfion, how like a God? the beauty ofthi 
world, the Parragon of Animals; and yet to me, what i< 
this Quinteflence of Duft? Man delights not me no! 
nor Woman neither; though by your finding youfeemt 
to fay fo. 

Ref*. My Lord , there was no fuch ftuffc in 
thoughts. ; 

Ham. Why did you laugh,when I faid, Man delights 
not me * 

Rofin. T o thinke, my Lor d,if you deli ght not in Man, 
what Lcncon entertainment the Players fhali receiuc 
from you: wee coarcdthemonthc way, and hither arc 
they comming to offer you Seruice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome; his 
Maicfty fhali haue Tribute of mee : the aduemurous 
Knight fhal vie his Foyle and Target: the Louer (hall 
not figh^gthe humorous man fhali end his partir 
peace: the Clownc {ball makethofelaugh whofeiung! 
are tickled a’th* fere : and the Lady (hall lay her minde 
freely; or the blanke Verfe (hall halt for’t: what Players 
are they ? 

Rofin . Euen thofe you were wont to take delight in 
the Tragedians of the City* 

Ham . How chances ic they trauaile? their refi- 
dence both in reputation and profit was better both 
wayes. 

Rofin. I thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes 
of the late Innouacion ? 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftiroation they did 
when I was in the City ? Are they fo follow’d ? 

Rofin. Noindeed>theyarcnot. 

Ham How comes it ? doc they grow rufty ? 

Rofin . Nay, their indeauour keepes in the wonted 
pace; But there is Sir an ayrie of Children, lu c< j 
Yales, that crye out on the top of queftion 5 al J 
are moft tyrannically clap’t for’t : thefe are now 
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be-ratlcd the common Stages (fo they 
all them) that many wearing Rapiers, are affraidc ot 
^ 00 f c .quils,and dare fcarfe come thither. 

7 Ham. What arc they Children? Who maintains ’em? 
plow are they efcoted < Will they putiue the Quality no 
longer then they can ling ? Will they not fay afterwards 
jfthry fh°uld grow rhcmfclues to common Players (as 
ic is like molt ifeheir meanes arc noi better) their Wri¬ 
ters do them wrong, to make them exclaim againft their 
ovvneSuccelTion. 

Rofin. Faith there ha’s bene much to do on both (ides: 
and the Nation holds it nohnne, to tarre thermo Con- 
trouerlie# Thercwas tor a while, no mony bid far argu- 
pent, vnleffe the Poec and the Player went coCuffes in 
the Qucftion. 

Ham. Is’tpoflible? 

Guild* Oh there ha’s bccnc much throwing about of 
Braines. 

Ham , Do the Boyes carry it away ? 

Rofin. I that they do my Lord,Hercules & his load too. 

Ham , It is not ftrange: for mine Vncklc is King of 
Denmarkc, and thofe that would make mowes at him 
while my Father liued; giue twenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducares a pcece, for his pi&urc in Little* There is fome- 
thingin this more then Naturall, if Philofophic could 
findcitout. 

tloanfh for the Players. 

Gad. There are the Players. 

Ham. Gentlemen,you are wclcom to Slfonoveer : your 
hands, come: The appurtenance of Welcome, is Faffiion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
left my extent to the Players(which 1 cell you muft fhew 
fairely oticwardjlliould more appeace like entertainment 
then yours. You are welcome : but roy Vnckle Father, 
and Aunc Mother are deceiu’d. 

Gail. InwhacmydeercLord? 

Ham . IambutmadNorth,North-Weft : when the 
Winde is Southerly, I know a Hawke from a Handfaw- 
Enter Polo,* ins * 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hcarkc you Guildenficrne^ and you too: at each 
eare a hearer : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet 

out of his fwathing clouts* 

Happily he’s the fecond time come to them: for 
they fay^an old man is twice a childe. 

Ham . I willprophcfie* Hee comes to tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you fay right Sir : for a Monday mor¬ 
ning’twasfo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord,! haue Newes to tell you. 

Ham . My Lord f l haue Newes to tell you. 

When Rolfms an Aftor in Rome— 

Pol. The A6fors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham . Buzze, buzze. 

Pol . Vpon mine Honor. 

Ham . Then can each A6ior on his Affe ——• 

Polon. The beft Aftors in the world, either for Trage- 
die, Comedie,H»ftorie, Paftorall: Paftoricall-Comicalb 
Hiftoricall-Paftorali: Tragicall-Hiftoricall: Tragicall- 
ComicalUHiftoricall-Paftorall: Scene indiuible, or Po¬ 
em vnlimiccd. Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plautus 
too light, for the law of Writ,and the Liberty.Thefc arc 
theonely men. 

Ham. O /ephta Iudge of I frael, what a Treafure had’ft 
thou ? 

Pol. What a Treafure had he,my Lord ? 

Ham. Why onefairc Daughter,and no more > 


The which he loued pafflng well# 

Pol, Still on my Daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th’righc old lephta ? 

Polon . If you call me lepbra my Lord, I haue a daugh¬ 
ter that 1 loue pafling well* 

Ham. Nay that followes nor. 

Polon. What followes then,my Lord ? 

Ha. Why, As by lot,God wot: and then you know,lt 
came to paffe, as moft like it was: The firft rowc of the 
Pons Chan fen will fhe w you more. For looke where my 
Abridgements come* 

Enter fourt or five players. 

Y’are welcome Mafters, welcome all. I am glad to fee 
thee well: Welcome good Friends. O my oldeFriend ? 
Thy face is valiant fince 1 faw thee laft : Com ftthouto 
beard me in Denmarke t What, my yong l ady and Mi- 
ftrisPByrlady your Ladifhip is necrer Hcauen then when 
1 faw you laft, by the altitude of a Choppine. Pray God 
your voice like a pecce of vneurrant Gold be not crack’d 
within.the ring. Mafters,you are all welcome:wee’i c'ne 
to’t like French Faulconers. flie at any thing wc fee: wce’l 
haue a Speech ftraight. Come giue ys a taft of your qua¬ 
lity : come,a paffionace fpeech. 
i.Play. What fpecch,my Lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeak me a fpeech once,but it was 
neuer Afted : or if it was,not abouc once, for the Play 1 
remember pleas’d not the Million, ’twas Cauiarie to the 
Generali: but ic was (as I receiu’d it, and others, whole 
judgement in fuch matters, cried in the top of mine) an 
excellent Play; well digefted in the Scoenes, fetdowne 
with as much modeftte,as cunning. I remember one faid, 
there was no Sallees in the lines, to make the matter fa- 
uoury; nor no matter in the phrafe, that might indite the 
Author ofaffe£htion,buc cal’d it an honeft merhod.One 
cheefc Speech in ic, I cheefely lou’d, ’tW3s 9^£neaA Tale 
to Dido, and thereabout of it cfpecialJy, where he fpeaks 
of Priams {laughter. If ic liuc in your memory, br gin 
this Line, let me fee 3 lec me fee : The rugged Pyrrha like 
xWHyrcantan Beaft. ]c is not fo : it begins with Pyrrhus 
The rugged Pyrrhus s he whofe. Sable Armes 4 
Blacke as his pnrpofe, did the night rcfemblc 
When he lay couched in the Ominous Horfe, 

Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion fhafcar'd 
With Heraldry more difmall: Head to foote 
Now is he to take Geulles, horridly Trick’d 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 
Bak’d and imparted with the parching ftrcccs. 

That lend a tyrannous,and damned light 
To their vilde Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire, 

And thus o’re^fized with coagulate gore, 

VVith eyes like Carbuncles, the hellifh Pyrrhus 
Old Grand fire Prt&m feekes, 

Pol. Fore God,my Lord,wcU fpoken, with good ac~ 
cent,and good difcrceion* 

l. player . Anon he Andes him, 

Striking too fhort atGrcekes. His anticke Sword, 
rebellious to his Armc, lyes where it fallesr 
Repugnant to command: vnequall match, 

Pyrrhus at Priam driucs, in Rage ftrikes wide i 
But with the whiffe and winde of his fell Sword, 
Th’vnnerued Father fah. Then fenfcleffe Illium p 
Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top 
Stoopesto his Bace, and with a hideous crafti 
Takes Prifoner Pyrrhus eare. For Ioc,his S word 
Which was declining on the Milkic head 
] OfRcucrend Triam y feem’d i’th*Ayre to fticke ? 

So 
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